I ire iragcuic 

Bar. A boonc (my foucraignc) for my fcruicc done, 
Kiu. 1 pray thee peace, my foule is full of forrow. 

Bar. I willnotriievnlefteyourhighncftegraunt. 

Km. Then fpe.ike at once, what is it thou dcm«tund(l ? 
Bar. Tfk forfeit(foucraigi e)ofmyferuants life, 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman. 
i Lately attendant on the Duke of Not ffolk e. 

' a Km. Haue /a tongue to doomc my brothers death, 

And fliail the famegiue pardon to a flauej 
My brother flew no tnan,hu fault was thoug ht. 

And yet his puniflunent was cruell death. 

Who fued to me for him ? who in my rage, 

Knecld at my feete and bad me be adutlcic i 
Who fpake of brother, hood i who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did foifakc 
The mightie\Virwickc,and did fight I or me ? 

Who told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 

?rhen Oxford had me downe,herelcued me, 

And faid,dtare brother, hue and be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft tod<-ath,hcw he did lappe me, 

Euen in hisownegarmcnts.andgauchmiclfe 
All thin and naked to themimb cold night? 

All this from my lemembrance biutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and rota man ofycu 
Had lo much grace to pur it in u»y minde. 

But when your carters or your wuightins vatfailcs 
Hatie done a di uv ken fl -ughtcr^nul defac’d 
Tiu precious I mage of , ur dcare R edeemer, 

You I'traigh* are on your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And I vniuftly too, mud graunt it y < u 
But for my brotheryiota matt would Ipcake, 

Nor I (vngracious)lpeake vnto my f lfe, 

For him, poorer (oulc :The proudcftgfyouall ***■ 

Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life : 

Oh Godjlfeaic thy luftice will take holde 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. ( Exit. 

Coiac Haftings, hclpe me to my dole?, oh poore Clarence) 


4^ 


"before 


'll#- 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22318) LONDON, 


of Richard the third. 

GU» This is the fruite of rawnes : marktyou not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queenc, 

Lookt pale when they did heare ofClarcnce death. 

Oh, they did vrgeit (till vnto the King, 

God will reuengeit. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward wirh our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Batches of York? wish Clarence children. 

£07. Tell me good Granam,is our father dead f 
Bat. No boy. ( breaft ? 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
And cric, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Why do you Iooke on vs and (bake your head 2 
And call vs wretches , Orphanes,caftawayes, 

If that our noble father bealiuc? 

But. My prettie Cofens , you mifta^e me much, 

I do lament the fickneflc of the King : 

As loth to loofc him,notyour fathers death : tisnA 
It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efFcd. 

But. Peace children peace, the King doth louc you well, 
IncapabJeand (hallow innocents, 

Tbu cannot gefife who caufdc your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: lor my good Enclc Gloccfter 
. Told me, the ATing prouoked by the Queenc, 

Deuif'd impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

Andhugdmcin his arme, and kindly £ift my cheeke, e^L 
And bad me relic on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearcly as his childe. 

But. Oh that deceit fliould fteale fuch gentle fliapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my (hame; 

Tct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

.#07. Thin^c you my Fhcle did dill’emble, Granam? 

But. I Boy. 

Boy.\ cannot thinkeit,barke, what noife is this ? 
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